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To take by stroke of justice the queen's life
His witness with what words she tempted him
From her own lips, how lovingly and long,
To kill her husband; yet he durst not; then
How at her bidding he might well take heart,
She said, to do it j yet he stood fearful off;
Whereat she brake into a glimmering wrath
That called him coward and bade him live assured
If his tongue ever let this counsel forth
By her sure mean and suddenly to die.
Matuand.    This were a sword to  drink her life

indeed

But that my hope is better of the lords
Than that their heart is fixed upon her death;
And for the commons and their fiery tongue,
The loud-lipped pilot of their windy will,
This famine of their anger shall feed full
And slake its present need but with the spoil
Made of the piteous remnants of her faith
By the stout hand here of their friend Glencairn,
Who from this chapel of her palace rends
All holy ornament, grinds down with steel
The images whereon Christ dies in gold,
Unsanctifies her sovereign sanctuary,
Unmoulds her God and mints and marks him new,
And makes his molten chalices run down
Into strange shape and service ; this should ease,
Meseems, the hunger of the hate they bear
That creed for which they held her first in hate;
And for the secular justice to be done